A HYMN yor 


CHRISTMAS - DAY. 


1 ET desde Th 8 extend.” 
Let white-rob'd innocence deſcend; 
Fly ſwiſt ye 4} rw and riſe the morn, 
1 


: ae to ight, bleſt A be born. 5 9 


has: nature baſtes ber wreaths to wk 
With all the incenſe of the ſpring; _ . 
Hark ! a glad voice the deſert cheers, 
Prepare he way, a God appears. 


A Goa! a God ! the groves reply, 
«The rocks proclaim the Deity ; 

-Lo earth\receives him from the Kies, 
Bow down ye hills! ye valley riſe! 


— 


The Saviour comes, by ſeers foretold, 
Hear him ye deaf, ye blind behold! e! 
"The lame ſhall leap, the dumb all ſing. RE 
* their King- 4 


No figh, no groan, the world ſhall hear, | 
From every face he wipes the tear; 
Death ſhall in iron chains be bound, 

And helFs grim tyrant feel the wound. 


Anr:ſe, imperial Salem rife! 

Exalt thine head, and hit thine eyes; 
His word is fix d. his power remains, 
Thy realm ſtill laſts, Meſſiah reigns. 


Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him, all creatures here below; 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt; 
Praiſe Father, Son, 20n, and Holy Ghoſt. 
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